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Don\'t Wait Up 


Author's Notes: 
This is a twist to happy rumour, if there is any truth to the rumour. 


He watched as the foot slid into the high heel shoe, bare toes disappearing under the black matte leather. 
Fingers eased up to lightly grasp the strap, expertly wrapping the thin fabric around the ankle and buckling it. 
The same care was taken with the mate. Both shoes properly tied the legs unfolded themselves, straightening 
and rising from the bed. 


Hips swayed over to the mirror above the dresser, Jimmy still watching from the entry, seemingly impassive. 
Arms crossed and gaze sharp he looked like a man waiting for his date, bored but impatient. That was far 
from the truth, despite the shifting of his feet and his fingers clenching and unclenching. Impatient as he was 


he was in no mood to leave the hotel room. 


One leg bent, smooth calf stroking against the other, she leaned in towards the mirror, fingers picking up a 
small pot and a brush, just big enough for the soft bristles to dip into the pot and emerge, coated in a golden 
powder. The hands, as careful as always, lifted to dust the hue over eyelids, once then twice. When the eyes 


were properly glowing the tools were placed back on the dresser, mascara chosen to finish the job. 


Another pot was retrieved, slightly larger than the first. A peach colour was brushed over cheekbones, adding 
a natural flush to the face. Blush and brush set alongside eye shadow and mascara, the final touch was 
lipstick, raspberry running over full lips. 


Jimmy tried to quell his squirming as, make-up completed, she positioned miscreant locks of hair just so over 
her brow, fringe falling into her eyes. The reddish-brown waves fell forward past shoulders to the heart- 
shaped neckline, covering the ties that wrapped around her shoulders. Cinching just below her bust the dress 
flowed down to mid-thigh in loose folds. She straightened up one last time, turning to face Jimmy, her eyes 


slightly lighter than the blue of her dress. "How do | look?" she asked with a girlish titter. 


All nervous twitching halted as she drew near. Jimmy breathed in deeply, only to pick up vanilla undertones, no 
doubt her perfume. With her two inch heels and feline-like prowl she was only an inch shorter than him, her 
eyes almost on his level. Internally scolding himself to get a grip, one that didn't involve grabbing her arms and 
throwing her to the bed, devouring every inch of her, he nodded. "Very nice," he replied, priding himself on not 
sounding too approving or too stiff. 


Placing her lipstick in the clutch that waited on the desk beside him she squeezed past him, her arm against 
his. Through some act of miraculous restraint she made it to the door, not touched anymore than that, 
despite his urges. Jimmy was just about to gasp a sigh of relief when she called his name. He stepped about to 
find her gazing back over her shoulder with a smile, a tempting pose to his eyes. 


"Don't wait up for me." The girlish tone was gone, the voice the unmistakeable sound of Jonesy's. 


The door snicked shut in time to Jimmy's groan. He shifted his legs again, trying to ignore the pulse of agony 
and arousal between them. 


Too late. 


